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HIS T OR Y 
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PETER PIN D A R. 


Assis me, O ye ſacred Nine! 
To tell what wondrous virtues ſhine 
In that great Hero, Peter Pindar, 
As brilliant as a half-cool'd cinder! 
A Bard whom ſurely Heav'n deſign'd 
To elevate the human minds _ 
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To whom it gave of inſpiration. | 
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Each noble virtue to exal/?, 
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Whole drams,. to animate the nation; 3 
To make their ſouls with ardor glow 
Like the infernal Gods' below, 


And reprobate each vicious fault. 

From whoſe pure pen n0 ſcandal flows ; 

Whoſe breaft no thought 1//16 ral knows 
Who ne'er invok'd the Muſe for pelf ; 
Too gen rous to conſider ſelf ! 


Nor, ever in malignant lays 


 Robb'd real merit of its praiſe ; 
And whoſe great ſoul j to riſe K 
By fabricating helliſh lies. 

Ye Nymphe of Helicon! once more 
Your kind aſſiſtance I implore, 9 


The wondrous hilt ry to relate 


Of one à Prodigy fo great 
To 


©. 


To tell heroic Peter's fame: 


For ſure his worth deſerves a ame. 


In Cornwall, at a Market-town, 
Quite undifturb'd by Fortune's frown, 
In dulneſs Peter long had dwelt ; 

Nor ever in the leaſt had felt 
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The ſcribbling cacoethes' pow'r ; 


For meaner things then fill'd each hour, 


It long had been his happy lot 
To live beneath the gallipot ; 
| Which, hoiſted to external view, 
Its luſtre from the window threw : 
And over honeſt Peter's door, 


A peſtle, and a mortar wore 


A gilding quite as rich as eer 
Grac'd the ſtate-coach of my Lord May M 


CE] 

And poſitively in that town, 
This Doctor Jalap got renown 
By bleeding, vomiting, and clyfters, 
By purging, and applying bliſters, 
And by his boluſes and pills : 
Folks only grumbled at his 5//s. 
Carthartics, ſtimulants, emetics, 
Antiſcorbutics, diuretics, 
Antiaſthmatics, vermifuges, 
Deobfiruents, and febrifuges, 
So brim full Peter's cranium fill d, 


That ev'ry other thought they kill d. 


But this is no uncommon caſe ; 
They often make exiſtence ceaſe, 
Such pow'rful ſedatives they are, 
They oft diveſt the mind of care; 
And give a man a quiet life, 

By /ilencing a ſcolding wife. 
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So Peter roſe, and went to bed, 
With nought but med'cine in his head; 
Nor once did his ideas ſoar 
Above the mortar at his door : 


No little factions broke his reſt ; 

No thoughts ambitious fill d his breaſt; 

He dreamt not now of Queens, and Kings, 
And Dukes, and Lords, and ſuch-like things ; 
But as the cock! which we 4 old, 
Are in an allegory told, 
Upon the dunghill N to find 

A ſparkling tone of precious kind; 

And wiſely. eying it with ſcorn, 

Said, © I prefer a grain of corn: 

« For what to me are things like tete 
Which can t an empty ſtomach pleaſe?” 
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So 


(6) 
So Peter thinking noble ſolks 
Were nothing to a «© John a Nolkes, “ 


Moſt wiſely lik' d much more a Clown, 


Than all your Dukes, and Lords in Town. 
Firſt, as his phyſicking the Peaſant, 


Was by no means to him unpleaſant;: 
For by this trade he got the chin, 
T' enable him to eat, and drink 

Which pleas'd his ſtomach better far, 
Than thoughts about 4 brilliant ſtar. 
For know that Peter was no fool,” | 

As he had logrclearn'd at ſchool:. 

He reaſon' d thus (how much he knewi 

Locke's ſelf no better inf rence drew) 1 | * | 
Except I eat no do yo ee, 
« I abſolutely dead muſt be; | 
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And if I be dead—well, what then? 


I ſurely ne er can think again. 
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Thus really I might die a Martyr 


Secondly, Peter lik d much more 
The Clown, than thoſe who titles bore, 
Becauſe fo pleaſantly 1 the Hind 
Grinn d at the fallies of his mind ; ; 

And often cry 4 0 lordjus Ayr 
Au nel er did year (as naw Au ſays) 
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To thinting of a Star, and Garter,” | 1! 
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80 thus they ſat——" he he he he 
Ye Gods] how fine the ſight muſt ben 
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but now (as if the Low of Fate 


Was doom'd to ſpoil bliſs fo complete,) 
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A luckleſs accident aroſe ; 3 
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Which gave ſome pain to Porter! 8 moſe.. 
This is the ſtory that folks tell; 
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Which Peter knows, alas! too well. 
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On peter chanc d one day to frown: J 
1 T4 1 117% 30 44 31C m7 NE 2 1 
Our Hero, catching ire like tinker. 


Said“ who ſhall frown on Peter Pindar ht 
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So home wards now he trudg d, and then 
„ GEM Sonny a my IN oba hu. 
Menacing vengeance, took his pen; 


Invok'd th' infernal Powers below, 
To make his pen with brimſtone flow. 
When 
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When thus th' illuſtrious God of lies 


To Peter made theſe ſweet replies. 
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„ Fear not my darling Son — for know, 
Thy breaſt ſhall from this moment glow, 
With all thoſe paſſions which inſpire 
The ardent boſom of thy Sire: 
Yes---envy, malice, hatred dire, 
Shall fill thee with tartarean fire; 
To thy aſpiring ſoul impart 
1he feelings of a Father's heart. 
GD and wherever thou canſt find 
A virtue in the human mind, 
By ev'ry effort of thy ſoul, 
Attempt to leſſen its controul ; 
Strive to eradicate its ſource, 
And vice implant with double force. 
C e Make 
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Make it thy ſtudy to defame 
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Of virtue, honor, 'e'en the name. 


Let evry action tend to ſnow 


| * 


Thy love to us who reign below: 


That then thou may iſt with juſtice claim 


c 


Thy great reward, eternal fame; 


And may, at my imperial throne, 


(Whoſe-pow'r ſupreme all: Hell muſt own) 


Be rev renc'd as my Son, among 
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Th' immortal tribe -th' angelic throng.” 
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Thus Satan ſpoke---and now dire groans, 


And hiſſing ſounds, and piercing moans 

The ear aſſail'd- while blackeſt clouds 
Envelop'd in their ſable ſhrouds 

Th' infernal God - and from the ſmoke 

The blue, ſulphureous light'nings broke. 
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Peter, who had thrown down his pen, 
Behold ! now ſnatch'd it up again ; 
And finding in his ireful breaſt, 
Such thoughts as he has beft expreſt, 
Inſpir'd, he now began to fight 
The Magiftrate 7 b/ach, and white : 
And ftrange to tell! he very ſoon 


Had written on him a lampoon. 


The Magiſtrate with true good-ſenſe, 
Not liking wit at his expence, 
Arm'd with a d---'d ſtrong cane now walk'd 
(Determin'd he wou'd not be balk'd) 
To alk with it to Maſter Peter :--- 


That moſt illuſtrious Son of metre ! 


On ſeeing him, his choler roſe ; 


And ſtraight he ſeiz d him by the noſe ; 
And 
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And ſo abus'd it---ſhame to tell; 


That at this hour, it's not quite well ! 


Lo! Peter, like a trembling rat, 


When pris'ner to a vicious cat, 
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Wou'd ſneakingly have run away; 

Not liking half this mauling play: 

But now the Magiſtrate him ſeizing, 

And giving him a gentle ſqueezing, 

Said---** hold good Maſter W—1—ct---hold, 2 
© I have not half my fory told. a 
Then with his cane he did ſo thwack . 
Poor Peter Pindar's brawny back, 
You wou · d have ſworn that it had been, 
What oft you muſt have heard I ween, 


When Chairmen with a cudgel meet 
Do ſtoutly duſty carpets beat. 


A8 


( 33 ) 
As he had gotten by this action, 
The greatly wiſh'd-for ſatisfaction, 
He Peter left, and cry'd, tis ſaid 


«© Now write another paſquinade.“ 


Our Hero now deploring ſat, 
And loudly blubber d out that—that— 
EY His---re-pu-tation was- no- more * 
And wiſh'd things as they were before. 
A duel ?—no, that wou'd not do; 
That game was hazardous as loo: 
Beſides he knew th' effects of lead 
So well, that he ſhou'd always dread 
A doſe fad thro' his cerebrum, * 


Tho' ſmaller than the ſmalleſt crum. 


While in this ſad, defponding flate, 


Straight jump'd a thought into his pate ; 
* The principal part of the brain. 
D Which 


64 
Which ſtopp'd his ſobbings, and his ſighs, 
And made him dry his wat'ry eyes. 
For rubbing up his recollection, | 
And taking thus a retroſpeRion, 


He thought of Satan's kind advice ; | 1 
| And found his boſom in a trice, | 
| With all thoſe 20ble paſſions 54%, 
| Which actuate his Father's breaſt. 


* I know (ſaid he) that I was born 
The world of letters to adorn ; 
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„ Why in this pool my genius drown? 


I'll go directly up to Town ; 


And ſhow the witty London-Beaux, 
& M4 F vhs 5 
« How nicely I can ſay bons mots; 


« And ſpoil a good man's reputation, 


1 To pleaſe the Envious of the nation.“ ; 
So Peter, eager of a name, 4 
1 To London in a hurry came. ö 
| | | : Tw as 4 
| ! 


4 

Twas now a queſtion on which Men 
Our Hero ſhou'd employ his pen: 
When thus the dictates of his mind- 
© Write gainſt the Great amongſt Mankind. 
As Government, and th' Oppoſition, 
ce Stand conſtantly in competition, 
« If of the former you will chatter--- 
* No ſcandal tho'---you'll pleaſe the latter; 
The Oppoſition never liking 
T' encourage /ſander, or backbiting !” 


'T'was thus that this celebrious Wight 
Of noble folks began to write ; 
And keeping in his duteous mind, 
His Father's admonition kind, 
'Gainſt virtue has ſo much exclaim'd, 
And all that's good ſo much defam'd, 
That Satan well may give applauſe, 


And cry---** my Son, in our great cauſe 


80 
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4 80 nobly thou haſt work d on earth, 


« 'That thou proclaim'ſt thy real birth. 
Indeed, to give the Dev his due,” 
I own, that I muſt think fo too; 

And Reader, if thou'lt honeſt be, 

I'm ſure that thou'lt agree with me. 
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PETER PinDaRs, © Expoſiulatory Epiſtle.” 


Peres, thou'rt an aſpiring Wight 
Of ſuch great characters to write! 
Gad! what a change ! one day a Clown, 


And tother talking of a crown! |! 


How oft muſt thou have rack'd thy head, 
For all the witty things thou'ſt ſaid ; 


For 
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For all the Liemles ſo fine! 


Fi 
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Lord | how in ev'ry page they ſhine! 


And 'on my conſcience, thou doſt tell 
A thumping lie ſo dev'liſh well, 8 1 
That even all the helliſh pack 1 
May grudge thy pen ſo nice a knack. 


i 0 * ve” 5 * 5 YL 2 
But Peter, would | thou more have ſhone - 


Than tinſel, or a Briſtol-ftone, 


Thou ſhou'dft have choſen other themes 


Than him, from whom bright virtue beams: : 
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Virtue, which ev ry | Briton knows 

Within the royal boſom giows : 

Virtue, which ever muſt inſpire : : 5 
Each noble ſoul with zealous fire. 

Thou ſhoud ' ſt have choſen one whoſe breaſt 
Had not a virtuous thought poſſeſt: — 


Or, wou d not that have ſuited well 


Thy ſpiteful mind, thy malice fell, 3 
Thou 2 
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( 2r ) 
Thou might'ft have taken thoſe whoſe name, 
In public, had no virtuous fame; 
Whoſe worth had nearly dormant been, 
And had but by a few been ſeen. 
Such characters thou might'ft have ſhown 
In colors wholly of thy own ; 
And in the mirror of thy brain, 
Expos'd them with a horrid train 


Of all that Slander cou'd deviſe ; 


That Parent of infernal lies. 


For then moſt probably Mankind 
(To calumny too much inclin'd) 
Might have imagin'd that thy verſe, 


Their juſt demerits did rehearſe. 


W hat then has tempted thee to chuſe 
Such unfit ſubjects for thy Muſe ? - 
To ftrike at virtues all confels, 


Was really. a ſhortſightedneſs! 
8 What 
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What a poor Simpleton I egad 
The fellow ſurely thinks we're mad; 
Or elſe gainſt reaſon, and good - ſenſe, 
He'd ne er oppoſe his impotence : 

And try to make us think—good lack | 
That white is abſolutely black II! 


And ſhall the royal proclamation 
T' enforce good precepts thro' the nation, 
Be baſely ridicul'd by thee ? 
How great thy ſhare of ſenſe muſt be ! 
For had RefleQion ever ſhed 
Her influence on thy thoughtleſs head, 
Thou certainly wou'dft then have known, 
The mere effect of laws alone, 
Was never able to reſtrain 
The wicked, and licentious train ; 
That there muſt be Religion s law 
To keep Mankind in proper awe ; 
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And that th' example of the Great 
Has powerful weight in ev'ry ſtate. 


This, ſure each hiſt'ry extant ſhows ; 
Which doubtlefs ev'ry Reader knows. 


How many do we ſee among 
That num'rous tribe, the vulgar throng, 
Who, had religious paſſions bleſt 
With ſacred fire their youthful breaſt, 
Had never yet reſign'd their breath, 
And prematurely ſuffer'd death ; 
But now had bleſs'd a Mother's heart, 


With all maternal joys impart |! 


And ſhalt thou then in impious lays 
Strive ev ry virtue to eraſe ; 


Of bleft Religion, ſacred Gueſt! 
Make, with impunity, a jeſt? 


And 


( 44. ) 
And in thy proſtituted lays, 
Diveſt all merit of its praiſe ; 
Commit a vile aſſaſſination 


On ev'ry good Man's reputation ? 


And in baſe, ſycophantic ftrain 
Doſt think the gen'rous Prince to gain 
T hat then in future, thou may'ſt hope 
Thy ſordid views will have their ſcope ? 
No—Heav'n forbid —his ſoul diſdains 
The tribute of unworthy ſtrains : 
With too much honor is endow'd, 


To like the man who e'er avow'd 


Such malice for our noble Sire; 


From whom his breaſt caught virtue's fire ; 


Imbib'd that noble, gen'rous flame, 


Which muſt ſecure him endleſs fame. 
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By ſuch collat'ral, artful ways, 
Think not chat thou thyſelf ſhalt raiſe 
To ought—except it be the meed- . 


_ Of fovereign contempt indeed. 


And ſo forſooth, becauſe thy ſoul 
Diſclaims ſweet Harmony's controul ; 
Becauſe great Handel's martial ſtrains 
Gain no acceſs where Diſcord reigns, 
Thou floggeſt thy poetic Jade; 

And forceſt from that hapleſs Maid, 


| Thoſe moſt delightful feux d'eſprit, 


Which call ſweet ſounds ſtupidity ! 


And thus it is with famous Weſt, 
Who has ſo charmingly expreſt 7 
Th' events of the hiſtoric page, 
Which moſt attention ſhou d engage: 
8 | Whole 
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( 26 ) 


Whoſe pencil has'ſo well portray'd 
The paſſions which the ſoul pervade. 
—O Weſt! how oft I've fondly gaz'd, 
While my rapt Fancy ſtood amaz'd ; 


Gaz'd on each dear, fictitious part, 


Depicted with ſuch curious art, 9 
She almoft doubted that the ſcene | ' 
ob I 

Had mere effect of col'ring been! . 
Thus Peter, when thou cou'dſt not ſoar 4 


To ſee the luftre genius wore, 


Thou curſedſt with thy /yric fire 


Whate'er thou hadſt not tafte © admire ; 
Like many Viſeheads one might mention 
« Damn'dft all above thy comprehenfion.” 


From the ſame motive, or from ſpite, 
(Of which laft, if J judge aright, 


( 27 ) 


'There never was a human breaſt 


" Of ſuch prodigious heaps poſſeſt) 


Peter, thou think'ft, becauſe thy mind 


F Is not by noble thoughts refin'd ; 

# Nor can thoſe rural pleaſures know 
From which ſuch joys ecftatic low— 
1 Thou think'f to ridicule all taſte 


For bliſs ſo true, for bliſs ſo chaſte ! 


Read how Rome's Sons, with glory fir d, 
Who, to ſuch noble deeds aſpir'd, 


In agriculture ſpent their hours, 
When unaſſail'd by hoſtile Pow'rs. 


4 How Regulus in peace employ'd, 


Which no corroding cares annoy'd, 


4 Each moment at his little farm, 
4 i 
4 When Rome was free from rude alarm. 


Or, 
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1 
Or, if the modern times we view, 
Of ſhining characters how fewꝛ 
There are, whoſe ſouls are not refin'd 
To reliſh pleaſures of this kind! 
See noble Thurlow with a mind 
No bounds of genius e'er confin'd, 
With pleaſure leaves his public toil, 
His moments ſweetly to beguile 
With thoſe bleſt charms of Nature's field, 
To which all other beauties yield. 


And ſhall not George, our noble Sire, 


Theſe heav'nly ſcenes in peace admire ; 


Contemplate Nature's works ſo great! 


In rural bliſs at his retreat, 
Without the ſcandal of thy pen, 
Thou moſt illiberal of men, 


What, 
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What, wilt thou follow thus the man, 


And ev'ry private action ſcan; 


E'en * natural defects purſue, 
And fabled foibles hold to view ? 


Had heav'nly virtue fill d thy breaft ; 
0 Hadſt thou one ſpark of zeal poſſeſt, 
1 One ſpark of that celeſtial fire 


Which patriotic ſouls inf; pire, 
Then had thy Muſe diſdain'd to fing 
The private actions of a King; 


; Merely his public ones had ſhown; 
i And freely cenſur d them alone. 
4 Why talk of virtue?—ſure I dream! 


To one who ſcarcely knows the name. 


* Alluding to Peter Pindar's imitation of the quick manner in which the King ſpeaks, 


H *T is 
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'Tis talking to a Dune, wb ne er 25 


Improv'd one jot by gentle care; 
Who muſt be horſe-whipp'd well at hoot, 


| Before he knows one fingle rule; : 
And, after all, perhaps will be : 
| A Blockhead to eternity. 5 ] 
Peter, 'tis plain that thy intention . 
. Has been to get a Nun penſh fon. F 


* 


Thou thought ſt his Majeſty wou'd lay 


* Go, ftop that fellow's prating lay: 
Give him a /op to keep him quiet, 
« And end at once his ſhameful riot.” 

But know, our Sov reign George can ſmile 
At thy poor, deſpicable wile; 
And with a noble ſoul deſpiſe. 
Thy baſe, inſinuating lies. 

Peter, 


— 313 

Peter, before I ſay farewell 
I fain another thing wou'd tell— 
I mean, t'adviſe thee, as a friend, 
Thy ſcand lous manners to amend ; 
And, as thou haſt ©* ſome money made, 
To quit for good thy dang'rous trade; 
Leſt thou (my kind advice diſdaining) 


Shou'dſt get perchance another caring. 
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